CHAPTER   XXI
A UNTIE, in the middle of her cooking, took
jtVthe letter from the peon, and holding it
between her finger and thumb to stain it as little
as she could, carried it in to Rosa.
Rosa was typing at the dressing-table with the
typewriter kept steady by the handle of a brush,
and as she took each sheet off the roller she sat
with it in her hand, staring out at the garden or up
at the tablet until father from the next room cried:
"Rosa, get on." She was dressed in a limp blue
cotton, her face was sticky with heat, and she had
tied her hair back with her belt. When auntie gave
her the letter a dark blush stole up her neck to her
face, and drops of sweat broke out on her upper
lip and forehead. She read the words as if she did
not believe them and began to tremble,
"What is it?" said auntie in a whisper. "Is it
bad? You look so frightened/*
Rosa put out her hand and clutched her, "It's
Stephen. Oh, auntie!*'
"What has he said to you now?" whispered
auntie fiercely. "Oh5 I should like to see him to
tell him what I think of him, Mr. Harman was a
bad man, but see what he did for Belle, and what
good has Stephen ever done for you* Rosa? What
good?"
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